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Satire should itke a volish’d razor keen, 

“Wound with a toucn that’s searceiv felt or seen,— LADY MONTAGUE. 
: ; a sale e person sai 

Political Pasauinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev sunptv information as to the ¢ 


habits often as to the motives and objects of pubiic men, which cannot be found elsewnere.”—CROKER’S NEw WHIG GUIDE. 
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oe ploved in fattening, was only designed for themselves to feed upon 
At, OY \ ait, (ey Sea my with ravenous appetite. It must nevertheless be confessed that to 
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3 A ley | ON) Ye 2S) | the political engulfers of all that is good, there is no particular 
The ever delicious ragout of a job, or the stew of a Whig 


hee JN vi ‘ De " |) | season. | 

VEN ieee 7S IT \ \\ 4 | Commission, comes as palatable at one time as at another; and if 
| particular delicacies are sometimes out of season, the ravenous 
appetite of these people is never out of season by any possibility. 
Like William Shakespeare, it is * for all time.” 

However, the festive season of the year demands that we should 
offer up something in character with Christmas cheer, and we 
therefore serve up that most highly seasoned and universally 
relished tit-bit, the FiGaro in an unexceptionable plate, and cut bs 
a first-rate artist. Our design is as pointed as the seasonable 
holly, as sharp as the equally seasonible frost, and yet moreover 
as grateful to the taste as the seasonable wood cheer it resembles. 
Though we frequently have cut the enemies of our country into 
mince meat, never could such a process be so perfectly in character 
With the time, as it is at Christmas, and we thereforo cut away, 
peur in our spice and other peculiar ingredients, with a relish 
highly characteristic of this gourmandising moment. While, 
however, we eulogise the general spirit of cramming and grumbling, 
CHRISTMAS FARZ. | that prevails at this particular time of year, we must not forget to 
Th; - _| notice how many poor devils are forced to go without their Christ- 
his being the season of gluttony and gourmandising, 1s of | mas dinner, on account of the burdens imposed upou them by uun- 
urs a very favourite period with both Whigs and Conservatives, just government. Many indeed are the barons of beef that are 
‘hose sentiments, however they may differ on other points, agree consumed, ‘ES there on the contrary who will be 
most wonderfully to the demolition of whatever good things they auite barren of beef. whose want of that article is to be attributed 
eats. their hands upon. As Puff says, * When they do agree, | mainly to the conduct of some of the barons in Parliament. Our 
“elr unanimity ’ is wonderful—and it is certainly surprising to ob- | tab/eqy which, like the steam of a cook's shop, ought to be charged 
~ the perfect coincidence of ideas existing between Whigs and as a half price dinner, so graphically does it represent a hearty 
oo fae qneEtIOn OF each taking whatever an miko | meal—Our tableau, we say it with proud chuckle, lace Bias 
ach of either; the preparations for Christmas have been on | Whigs in the very act of stuffing to their very full, on the good 
oe mene upon a scale of extravagance almost unequalled in | things extorted from John Bull, while John (calf like) is enawing 
ak ey el ein, Tag gtet Cate Sham; | depen bre Boe nan adacnt corer o tr par 
Christmas feasting—and every be: st that they have been long em- | ne eee a ee Se : ee be 7 
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210 FIGARO IN 
powers of burning eloquence that we so happily possess, but we 
think it due to the country to name a sum for the original, which 
is in the hands of the publisher, who will, upon application, state 
what it for. The Angerstetn gallery folks are after it. 


Verbum sat. 


may go 


HOBLER IN A HOBBLE 


wavs been great patrons of our fiend Hobler, and have 

certainly him from many severe aie ‘ ings, both of a domestic and 
public nature. We have frequently, he has got into a scrape, 
smoothed it over for him with the soothing soap suds of our lather box, 
and shaved off, with the sharpness of our razor, 
scences and extravagant hairs, as the Lord Mayor says, of his chin. 
Hobler has lately been at a trick which we cannot palliate ; ; inasmuch, as 
he has been committing a piece of the basest ingratitude against his chief 

patron, the Lord Mayor. He has done a very dirty trick, to say the least 
ve it, pe the facts were brought before the Lord Mayor by a number of 
tradesmen. The quivering of his Lordship’s eye, the terrible vibration of 
his bridge-like nose, slap-bangishness of his off-side eye, thrilled the 
whole Court with amazement, horror, pity, and disgust. The reader will 
be cockea-whoop to kiow what is Hobler’s crime. 
ceal it. 
the searching gaze of curiosity, Yes—we would rather put the cotton 
pocket handkerchief of conceal: nent over the goggle eye of scrutiny. 
But in vain. ‘Murder will out,’ and so will Lord Muayor-icide. Hob- 
er, whom the L ord Mayor has cherished in his very bosom—between his 
shirt frill and his gown of office; Hobler, to whonr the Mayoral pewter 
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, arrangement, that the famiiies of both parties are called to a 
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ee ting 
upon this most mercenary question. The mother of the husband 
coully argues, that as Grisi was a woman of infamous character previ. 
ous to her marriage, and has lived with others, who she has turned 


off, the husband might possibly be served in the same way, and that 


| being placed in “soch a 


' turns to her old character of mistress, 
up for the last eight years. 
the little juvenile excre- | 
But | 


We fain would con- | 
We would rather throw the coarse jack towel of oblivion over | 


pot has been ever open, and for whom the Mansion House swipes has | 


flowed gratis into the blue and white mug, appropriately marked with 
the Clnistian name Peter ;—this very Hobler has been hoaxing the Lord 
Mayor, by ordering goods enough to be sent to the Mansion House to fill 
twenty Mansion Houses, and is alleged to have signed his own name to 
the pretended orders. When his lordship heard of his toady’s ingratitude 
fell upon his eyelash, which, happily, fre vented him from hurting his 
face, and in low wailings sang ‘Och Howrie,’ from Rob Roy Macgregor. 


GRISI AND HER HUSBAND. 





Grisi has been the discussion, and unparallelle d has been the humbug we 
have seen in several of the ne wspapers, on the subject of Grisi’s application 
for a divorce, which is a matter ofthe ¢ 
persons, and which has been made the subject of a great deal too much 
penny-a-line work,—the only object of wnich must i ive been to puta 
few mouthfuls of cheap meat into the mouths of the hurgry caterers for 
news of the most insginificant description. Nobody in the world cares, 
or nobody in the world ought to care, whether Grisi is married or single, 

divorced or undivorced, spliced or unspliced, and consequently whole- 

sale disgust has accrued to us from the numerons paragraphic announce: 

ments on the subje etof Grisiand her money seeking husband, or the 
various quarrels between the rapacity of the man, on the one hand, and 
the shameless infamy of the woman, on the other hand, Gris! is a very 
talented woman, a great singer, and all that sort of thing, and the public 

patronizes her in that capac ity, which is all, in Our opinion, that ys said 
public has to do with it. The domestic rows of a prima donna, can be 

of no real imports ince to the public ; and if her husband w tons her 

twice a day, so as he does not knock the breath out of her body, and pre- 

vent her singing, the public can have nothing to do with the matter. If 
he knocks oe eal nobody “ares, SO as he leaves her A’s. and E’s.. 
both sharp and flat, as wellas natural, In order to do our best to reduce 
the humbug that arises from the got up interest in matters of this kind, 
we will just state the facts of the case, as we are enabled to do, from the 
most extraordinary sources of information. Grisi, whose character off 


the stage, is as bad, as she takes care that her characters on the stage, 
shall be good, and who has lived with more than one inamurato. capti- 


vated by her notes, both vocal and tangible, ull of whom have either left 


mn 


her turn, or have been turned off by her. At last, however, a needy 
Frenchman, of respectable family, consents to become a martyr to 
the greasy goddess, and in a very short time after what is called 


the honey-moon has expired, the real matter of business bursts forth, 
and an aera 1s songht to be come to, as to who is to have 
the property. Grisi wants it settled on herself, and the husband wants 
it settled on himself, which seems, prima fucie, so strange 


greatest oe ‘rence to all sensible | 


the money being settled on him, wasthe only means of prev enting his 
position. Grisi being obliged to admit the 
force of this, it is mutu: lly agreed, that, as neither can trust the other, 
‘which is at variance with the old adage, about ‘ Honour among thieves.’) 
both shall be at liberty to cut the connection ad libitum, and an 
annulment of the marriage 1s mutually agreed upon. This very re. 
spectable arrangement having been acceded to on both sides, as wel] 
as by the friends of both parties, the much admired prima donna re- 
a role in which she has been we!| 
We have thought it right to put these facts 
in their proper colours, that people may know the true fi/th of the 
whole affair, and the sort of thing it is in which ladies of all classes, so 
very delicately interest themselves. To hear Grisi’s divorce spoker of 
with curiosity in reputable circles, and to hear her pitied, as an injured 
wife, has often greatly disgusted us. We hope, after the perfect ex. 
posure we have given of the whole set out, that we may not be sicker 

by any more quares, or Newspaper paragraphs. 


MEETING OF INFORMERS. 
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Since we compelled the lowering of the stamp duty to one penny, th 
unsti ampe od on principle, have (of course, e gually on principle, ) thought 
it worth while to pay the penny stamp, and there has consequently been 
no work for those sneaking vagabonds—-the 1 informers, against Unsta 
newspapers. Before we touch upon the informers, we will say a word 
about the hitherto unstamped—the self-vaunted vietims. If our remarks 
are unjust, they are easily refuted, and we should be the first to spread 
the refutation of them. What we allude to is, that certain 
started certain unstamped newspapers, which, though they were immense- 
ly profitable in a pecuniary point, entaile a imprisonn whit OCCasiOna ly 
on the proprietors ; and upon that ground we were ready to c ona, 
that though benefitted in purse, yet as they suffered in person, they might 
be looked upon as making a sacrifice for the good principle of an un- 
taxed press. When, however, the greater part of the duty came of, 
these persons, thinking their papers wonld sell with a penny stamp, 
though not enithe a fourpe nny one, adopted the penny stamp, and thus 
for the ducre of the thing, recognized. and submitted to the very principle 
that it was alleged, was ‘the only thing that induced them io enter into 
the business of publishing. It comes to this—that after all Fic is 
the untaxed press.—He stands alone as the champion of the principle a 


nee 
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‘free knowledge, and before he submits to a government stamp, his 


weekly leader shall dance a reel with his theatricals, his interprete: 
shall tumble into pie,* his ink ooze into blood, and his pen change into a 


toasting fork. We, and we alone, of all journals, have refused sub- 
| mission to the ; government mone act, and perhaps, the cleverest thing 
the government ever did, is, (trembling at our opposition, ) SO tO Nave 
| framed their act, that we os come under it. Enough of this subject, 


for 


| discussion, was the dismissal of 


! 
{ 
| 
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a kind of | 


which we hope our suspected, and hereby challenged contemporaries. 
will endeavour to elucidate. They cried out against tlie wane whe 
their papers would have been too bigh priced to sell, submitting 
to it, and they truckle to that very principle, when os ‘find a profit 
an be made by recognizing it. As we were saying, previous to this 
namanial ep isode, the sneaking informers having been thrown out 
work by the submission of the uns tamped, have been very hard-u 
a iob, and have been trying to get an infamous meal or two out: 
the absurd law which compels a printer to put his name at tlie ent 
aud at the beginning of every publicetion. One of | 
Joseph Topper, to whom we are very happy to give a fupper for (ich, 
informed = against (‘owie, the printer, for not complying wilt 
the act, though he had complied with it, for these little deviations from 
truth are the very life and soul of an informer’s occupation, There Was 
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these, cailea 


one amusiug thing about the matter, which was an animated discus>i0l 
between Wedgwood, the magistrate, the attendant beadle, and the clic! 
clerk, as to whether the pub leation was a book. Wedgewood entere’ 


of books in general, taking a rapid y lance at 
an essay ( — 
this vast learning 
ore atly to the consie! 


ees 
going off very stone itly into 
The result of all 
the inform: AfiOn, 


briefly into the 
book muslin, and 
places by an omnibus. 
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of the rascal Lopper, and a crew of hungry vagabonds of the 
same clique, waiting, as they expressed it, to see how the cat jumped. 
We can tel! them for their consolation, that we have a cat with as many 
jails as lives, Which will jump about them very prettily, if they don’t 
mind what they're up to. Their names are Birch, Stringer, Stowell, and 
Rawlins. They were all met in conclave to hear the result, but the 
topper for luck which the chief received, seemed to stagger the crew 
most as much as they will be made to stagger by us, if they do not 
relinquish their mal-practices. 


nauon 


FIOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL 


The old proverb, ‘ Better late than never,’ is never more truly appro- 
priate than in the appearance of *Hood’s Comic Annual,’ the eighth 
colume of which at the eleventh hour is now before us. After glutting 
over the dainties of the season, it creates in us a new and a fresh appe- 
tite, and there are many ut bits we should like to present to our readers ; 
‘7 lieu of Which we can only recommend them to enjoy the feast whole- 
sale, by getting the book as quickly as they can. Hood is a rich, rare, 
and racy writer, and in the latter quality bis jockeyship is of the true 
Chifney school, holding hard to the last, and then winning the race. The 
‘ Blue Boar,’ and ‘Ode to St. Hahnemann,’ are perfect in their way ; and 
the‘ Drinking Song’ must be relished over the water. We would in- 
stance many more excellent articles truly worthy of Hood, but, as we have 
no space for extracts, we must bid farewell to the book (not meant per- 


sonally) with a cud. 
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BARRISTERS’ WORK DONE 


We find, by a nice little bit in the way of newspaper paragraph, 
that retrenchment in all concerns, is carried to such a beautiful ex 
tent, that even Barristers’ work is now put 
tie gentry of the long robe are now called upon to make their 


up to competition, and 


tenders with all the precision and economy of parish tenders for 
d st, or for the scavengers’ work of a parochial principality. The 
little affair that has mightily tickled our gigantic fancy, is the 
peasant announcement, that a Mr. Missing, a barrister, has under- 
taken to do the Deputy Recorders’ business of some place in the 
West of England, for the very moderate sum of £3 per sitting. 
We should call this decidedly cheap, in comparison with the usual 


‘ime moderate scale of demand may be more commonly adopted 
among the other members of the profession. We shall expect to 


828A ° ‘ . ‘ , 
see Barristers Advertisements as ‘common as the Cheap Hat Ads. 
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in the newspapers. And bits of information, headed “ Briefs from 
five shillings! Motions, of course, on the verv lowest terms pos- 
sible. We like competition in all trades, and though it is rather 
infra dig. among barristers to under-bid each other for a job, yet 
we must set it down to the extraordinary hardness of the times, 
which sets the learned brothers at the most unbrotherly variance in 
pocketing a fee, or hooking in a client. We expect soon to hear 
that barristers will offer, not only to get ‘“* Recorder’s work neatly 
done,” on low terms, but will also economically undertake to hang 
people into the bargain. 


THEATRICALS. 


At Drury Lane, on Monday last, Mr. Forrest played Virginius for his 
benefit, and went throuzh the part in a style that fully sustained the 
high reputation which his own talent, backed by our praise, has earned 
for him. Throughout every part of the play his acting was natural and 
affecting. Cooper’s Icilius was quite in keeping, being tcy and 
silly in the extreme. Matihews’s Appius was one of the un-happrest 
things we have seen for some titne ; and, altogether, the acting of every 
other character was so indifferent, that Forrest’s Virginius stood out like 
a solitary apple upon a tree that is unproductive. It went home to every 
body’s core, and was a sort of stalking horse for the rest of the perform- 
ers. We were glad to see a very full house assembled to show its respect 


for the actor's genius. Had the prices been lower, Forrest would lave 
proved a great thorn in the side of Covent Garden ; but as it is, so huge 
a difference in the sum charged for admission at the two houses, has of 


course been a great disadvantage to the American. But, notwithstand- 
ing all this, his attraction has been greater than any thing else produced 
this season at Drury Lane, and each new performance has been a very 
considerable improvement upon its predecessor. His Spartacus was a 
physical triumph, which made many cry out that Forrest could only act 
melo-drama ; but the intellectual splendour of his Othello, Macbeth, 
and Lear, has set the envious cry at rest, and established him as one of 
the first living actors. We shall look forward with interest to his re- 
appearance, when he is to appear as Richard the Third. 


Charles Kemble’s last character is, we are happy to say, to be 
which he cum act—that of Benedict, in ‘ Much Ado about Nothing : 
but we think the mystery that has been observed upon the subject ot 
what was to be his last character, savorrs a great deil of Much Ado 
ahout Nothingishness. We do not see why it was not just as easy to 
announce the entertainments a few nights previously, as to leave the 
takers of places in blessed ignorance of what was to take place on the 
benefit-night of the retiring actor. The piece has long been determined 
upoa and known in the theatre, the rehearsals having been going on for 
some time past, This piece of concealment has been a gross piece of 
humbug, with which the brilliance of old Kemble’s retirement has been 
most unnecessarily tarnished. Of course our number govs to press at 
much too early a period of the week for us to narrate the full proceed 
ings of this eventful night; but we shall certainly be there, and next week 
shall give a glowing and furnace-like description of the whole proceed- 
ings, for the benefit of a theatrically curious community. 


one 


The present week has been a precious dull one, in point of novelty, 
befure the curtain, but all has been activity behind it. Every theatre in 
London has been making its dramatic mince-meat, and putting rogether 
the ingredients for its Christmas pudding. Drury Lane has given up its 


' horse, and does a pantomime, called *‘ Gammer Gu:ton’s Needle ;* in 


which there must be some pont, it all events, with an eve, likewise, to 
secure effects, and things of that description. Covent Garden burlesques 
‘George Barnwe'l,’ for the benefit of its peculiar patrons, the shop-boys 
and idle apprentices, lor our own parts, as the gous at Christmas al- 
ways turned the tragedy into dumb show, we think Osbaldiston has only 


| anticipated the wishes of their royal highnesses, the gods, by bringing it 


forward at once as a comic paDtomime, though, do with it what they 
will, it never can be half so comic as a pantomime as it always has been 
on boxing-Night as atragedy. Oz. knows his putrons, and knows how 


to cater for them. The cigar-smoking shop-boys will be in extacies with 


ae 7 | the travestie of George Barnwell. 
lees of the gentlemen of the Long Robe—and we only wish that | : EF one 


The Opera Buffa met with a rebuffer, the other night, in the failure of 
Madame Luini, who was to have been prima donna. As she failed we 
shall say nothing about her. Ronconiand Ruzg ero both appeared on 
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the same night, and made a hit a piece, which resembled, therefore, the | 
double knock of a general postman. Miss Glossop, last year of the 
St. James’s, went through a part in the opera extremely well. The fresh- | 


ness and beauty of her voice was a considerable relief to the harshness | 
of that of the prima donna. 





. ; 
Weattended Pierce Egan’s benefit on Tuesday, and we were glad to | 
y> 


see the house extremely well attended. The ‘ Hunchback ’ was the first | 
viece, and a very great deal to our surprise, we found in the person of | 

laster Walter, a person far superior to any other representative that 
we have ever seen of that character. What, however, astonished us 
much more, was the news, that the hero of the night is a biscuit baker 
in the Strand, and deals in the flour of life quite as much as he does in | 
the flowers of eloquence. Of course Mr. Simpson has not been dred | 
up to the profession ; but he got through it extremely well, and gave his | 
eves the true tragic ro//, as might have been expected, from the nature of | 
his mercantile connections. We presume that as he dealt little in rye | 
faces, his bread is all of the wheaten sort, and thereis no doubt, without | 
(vulgarly speaking,) any chaff, that he possesses some talent for the 
theatrical profession. We, however, advise him to stick to the four 
pound loaves, three a penny lemon biscuits, and all that kind of thing, as 
being much more iikely to keep hin in bread, than any thing he may 
do upon the stage. We trust he will not turn crusty upon this occasion, 
but by leaping into that hot oven—a theatre, he has unquestionably 
subjected himself to a great deal of roasting, baking, and other little in- 
conveniences. Our acknowledgment of a certain degree of talent, 
must, however, serve to him as crumbs: of comfort. We are told his | 
Othello is great, and that his violence of passion is so intense, that he 
plays it till he is black in the fuce, which may undoubtedly be regard- | 
ed asa proofthat he puts the right sort of complexion upon the matter. | 
The other entertainments were very well chosen, and very adequately | 
acted. Miss M. Egan, made a very fair Helen, and Pierce Egan’s | 
Bob Logic was in good keeping, to the very tip of the umbrella. The 
whole thing went off very satisfactorily to all parties, 


a ee en 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

A gentleman came into our office, the other day, with a white hat on. | 

Somebody who wanted him says it was Mr. G., who has this week writ- 

ten us another letter. He wants, he says, a situation as reader. If he 

reads FiGARo, he 3s in a very enviable situation. With all due respect, 
G. is a d—d fool. 


a eenpseneee 


‘The person who writes to us about Barnett, the composer, is known. 
He had better Morris. We wish he would look over an English Gram- | 
mar before he troubles us again. ‘There is a cheap edition as low as 
sixpence, and, as that is very dow, it may suit our correspondent. 


dunce is not the name of the Atheneum critic; Dance is the name— 
Dunce is the nature. His brother George hangs about the Minors with 
one farce; which he cannot get acted any where. It was said the Duke 
of Beaufort intended to build a theatre , to bring out poor George’s farce. 
‘Plus is, we suspect, too good a joke. It reminds us of the story of a 
gentleman who only wanted a horse, having got one nail fora horse shoe. 
llis Grace has, however, it seems, secured the ass in this instance. 


RETIREMENT OF MR. C, KEMBLE. 





In consequence of the great interest that prevails on this subject, we 


ive having donea 
SPLENDID STEEL ENGRAVING OF MR. C. KEMBLE, 
In one of his Prin pal Characters, 
which will be ready for delivery in the first week of January. 


Printed and Published (for the Proprietor) by W. STRANGE, 2 
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LONDON. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


OUT, RHEUMATISM, and LUMBAGO.—His Majesty’s Royal 
Patronage has been granted to Mr. Clark, for his Egyptian Essence 
which has proved such a blessing for the cure of the above complaints. “. 
Clark while residing in Egypt, obtained this invaluable prescription from 
an aged physician in that country, and since he has introduced it into 
England, it has proved of the greatest benefit to human kind. Several of 
our first physicians have seen its wonderful effect upon their patients after 
all other things have failed.—It is an outward application, and by gently 
rubbing the afflicted parts with the Essence, the sufferer is instantly reliey- 
ed, and in a few times rubbing cured. So confident is Mr. Clark of its 
effect that he will undertake to cure.—* No Cure no Pay.’ ‘lhe followino 
are a few of the most desperate cases, which baffled the skill of two physi 

cians, who are now ready to come forward to speak in its praise :— : 
‘Rose Cottage, Ascot Heath, 
‘To Mr. Clark —Sir,—Hearing by a friend the extraordinary cure your 


essence had made upon one of the household servants of his Majesty, I was 


persuaded to try it upon my poor sister, who had been bedridden sixteen 
months, without any hope of recovery; after a few times gently rubbing 
the parts with the essence, she began to grow better, and now. thank God, 
is quite re overed. ‘Mary Williams, 
‘Regents Park Barracks. 
‘To Mr. Clark,—Sir,—I have been induced to try your Egyptian Essence, 
after having been pronounced incurable, and to the astonishment of my 
friends, in a few days I recovered, ‘M. Brunt, wife of the Riding Master 
of the Life Guard Blues, 
Captain Colquit, 4, Landsdown Terrace, Cheltenham, was afflicted most 
dreadfully with rheumatism ; in a few times applying the essence, to the 
astonishment of his friends, is now well. 
The above are a few of the many desperate cases which have been made. 
To prevent imposition, to be had only of Mr. Clark, 105, Albany Street, 
Regents Park, near the Colosseum ; in bottles at 2s. 9d. each, duty included, 
All Letters must be post paid. Any London Coachman or Guard can ob- 
tain it for country patients, by applying to Mr. Clark, 105, Albany Street. 
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Published at Cobbett’s ‘ Register’ Office, 11, Bolt-court, Fleet-street. 
price Is. 4d., neatly bound, 

OBBETT’S LEGACY to LABOURERS. In Six Letters, ad- 

dressed to the Working People of England. With a Dedication to 

Sir Robert Peel, Bart. By WILLIAM COBBETT, M.P. for Oldham. 

Contents: 

Dedication to Sir Robert Peel; stating the reasons for writing the book. 
and also the reasons for dedicating it to him. 

Letter I—How came some men to have a greater right to parcels of land 
than other men have to the same land ? 

I11—What right have English landlords to the lands? Ilow came 

they possession of them? Of what nature is their title ? 

I11—Is their right to the land absolute?) Is the land now theirown? 
or, are they still holders under a superior? 

I V—Have they dominion in their lands ? or do they lawfully possess 
only the use of them? Canthey do what they like with their 
lands ? 

V—Can they use them so as to drive the natives from them ? 

V I—Can they use them so as to cause the natives to perish of hunger, 
or of cold ? 


LEGACY TO PARSONS, bound - Is, 6d. 
LEGACY TO PEEL - - Is. Ga. 
BEAUTIES OF COBBETT - - as. Od. 
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PIERCE EGAN’S NEW WORE, 





On the Ist of December was published, Part 1], price One Shilling, in Demy Octavo 
containing 32 pages of letter press, closely printed, intituled 
VEXHE PILGRIMS OF THE THAMES IN SEARCH OF THE 
NATIONAL!—By PIERCE EGAN.—With two characteristic 
Sketches from Nature, by PIERCE EGAN the YOUNGER; beautifully engraved by 
ONWHYN. To be completedin Twelve Monthly Parts. 
‘Much fun and hnmour, 
London Jeurnal 


as well as many acute remarks upon men and thins, ¢ 


‘Full of excellent worldly advice, and much facetious anecdote.’—British Monitor 

‘It abounds with genuine fun, wit, and humour,’— Weekly Times 

‘A pleasant addition to the lovers of light reading.‘—Carlton Chronicle. 

‘A new effort of our old friend Pierce Evan to sioot ‘folly as it fics. Pierce has 
chosen a watery course by taking the Thames for his path; but his Pilgrims do not wan! 
spirit—and who will say, that with ‘spirit and water‘ together, you may not be happy’ 
Beil‘s Life in London. 

‘Pierce Egan‘s pilgrimage has commenced most auspiciously. The vein of broad hu 
mourso prevalent in Tom and Jerry, &c. is yet unexhauste i.‘—News., 

See likewise True Sun, &c. &c, 

Tom th . 
A CHRISTMAS BOX 
. 7 r Ty ’ ‘ 1 ery? , ‘ } a . 4 . pe ‘ 

5 kes NATIOVAL MELODIST, a Selection of the most popular 
* . . : ea . - J : ) A me 
Songs, is now ready, neatly bound in cloth, with Portraits, &c. 

Price 1s. 8d. 

LONDON :~—W. STRANGE, PATERNOSTFER Row; and Sold by ali Bookseli Eng 

ireland, Scotiand,and Wales 
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